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In the 
beginning 
was there 
God, 


creating th< 
heavens an 
the Earth, 

and he saw 
that this we 
good. 


In the beginning God 
sent Forth the light 
From the sun and moon 
and divided the darkness 
on the Face 
oF the Earth, 


placing the Fishes 
in the sea and lake 
and the wide rivers 
and He placed the bir 
in the air 
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God became lonely 
soon af ter and set 
forth upon the land, 
to rule the land 
and counsel 
the creatures of the 
air and water and sand, 
a new being in His image 
and callednim, Man, and 
saw that this was good. 



1 sing of arms and man, 
of he who has travelled 
in search of the truth, 
for an answer which God 
has for him, and 
the rest of mankind. 

He has left unrequited 
loves and hopes 
and faithful f riends 
and set out upon this 

quest to the Holy 
Kingdom of God, into 
those invisible regions 
where we cannot t ollow, 
a grave place, cloaked 
in mystery ana hidden 
under the golden arches 
of the last church of 
the faithful. 



After a long search 
to the corners 
of the Earth and the 
Seven Seas 
and the deserts 
and mountains of the 
Earth* 

he comes upon 
the crumbling nails 
of the entrance to 

THE 

,St. kingdom 

OF 

GOD. 


The Priestess, 
accosts him as he 
approaches. 

Our Hero speaks; 

"O Great Priestess 
true is it said 
that this is the 
entrance to the 


Kingdom or God. 

Grant me this one wish* 
that I might go into 
the presence of 
the Holy Father, 
inspire me to see 
events in Futurity, 
give me what heaven 
has promised my fate. 
Fix my wanderings 

and find a place 
for the exiles 
of the human 


With this said, 
the Priestess 
began to speak. 


"you, my son, because 
of your faithful beliefs 
and since you 
have shown courage 
on your great quest, 
this wish shall be 
granted and only unto 

g ou. 

y night and by day 
the gates to Heaven 

lie open for all 
to enter, but to regain 
this entrance 
after you have finished 
is the task. 

There have been few 
of a faith as yours 
who have been able 
to retrace their steps. 
There remains now, 



in this Final realm 
of God, the remains of 
man’s past, a key, 
for in the dying f orests 
you will find a tree, 
green in leaf and stem- 
Bring a twig first to me. 
To prove your faith, 
this must you do . 11 



'ibant obscuri 
sola sub 
nocte per 
umbrum ,.. 3 


On he went, shrouded 
in darkness 

with only night’s warmth, 
through the lonely 
leafless f orests, 
seen through tearless 
eyes, endless sighs, 
through stinking Dogs 
and chocking fogs, 
he felt hopeless, 

lay down to rest 
in the deepest dark 
night and awoke in a 
grassy field, 
the center of which, 
when early light 
had woken him, was filled 
with the greenest of 
trees and having siezed 
a healthy bough, 


rushed back 

to the dwelling place 

of the 

Prophetic Priestess. 


and with trembling limbs 
and a heavy breast, 
her staring eyes 
began to roll, 
as God's power, 
filled her immortal soul, 

"To all mankind 
in silent shades and 
mediocrity, 

i will now reveal that 
which the Lord God, 
has set about himself. 
He has spoken to me 
and it is to be revealed 
f or when He speaks, 
out of his mouth come 
all the hungry cities. 



Her 

color 

chang 


her 

face 



tempest 

came. 


and 

from 

her 

throat 

hollow 

groans 

and 


the same 


He has stated; 


‘Go f orth, 

under the umbric light, 
through the phantom 
dwellings oF the past , 
through the old cities 
and towns where grief 
and revenue and Failure 
place themselves 
and those oF cancer 
squalid poverty and 

malnutrition in the halls 
oF sorrow are beset. 
Pass through 
the halls oF the weeping 
children and tear at 
your wounds 
so that you may bleed 
again and pass through 
the realm oF Fear 
and plague 


and all Forms oF beings 
horrible to look at 
and leprosy and incest 
and genocide 
and the lone? vines 
oF greed and graft, 
wet with an eternal 


slime and you must 
breath in the wicked 
breath oF all you meet 


and be without sin, 

F or sin comes in groups 
in battalions, 
like the Frosts which 
blight the sweet 
blossoms oF youth. 

Cool the burning 
passions in your veins 
and Feign bad habits’. 
Thus saith your God”. 


FAILURE 

If the Mind could rectify mistakes: 
before they sre ^ade 7 
then 1lf"& would bs without despair - 
Despair bas engulfed ne ? 
washing anay r^y desire for life. 

Life has given me a distasteful -Fearing 
with Feu glimpses of laughter and hope. 
Hope is lost and J Must suffer 
throughout My life ^ith Earth s people. 

People mock me -and gossip 
behind my back with false faces 
and false smiles are directed at me- 
I turn away but- still hear whisper ing 
voices of deceit and 1 will never 
achieve sat Esf action in my life and 
failure is my name and embodiment. 

1 feel in a remote sort of way., 
a depression sweeping my being* 
sadness of failure fills my auhmg heart 

like a raging tide. 

! am Just- a block of stone. 


HALL OF SORROW 

Sometimes I get these feelings 

of sullen ?^dness -and restless 

resolutions of life as if the last 

orchid of the forest was placed 

before my ponderous face 

and without any feelings of guilt. . . 

crushed into a worthl&ss heap 

upon the floor at t *iy feetj and there: Is 

no placid pan^ of pleasentnes^ now, 

0 Goct Great God ? 

the mystical mood music of leisure 

passes from my lips, 

to fall to the hard ground at your feet 
neuer to rise again in our dull days. 

At a time of sadness and restless joy 
the crumpled orchid 
restores its beauty and falls, 
crumpled, restored, crumpled, 
restored. _ _ 


Lights upon a ceaseless ceiling 
sending lifes memories out the door* 
carpets upon a forever floon, 
cohering our pent up feelings 
of orchid sorrow. 



HRLL5 OF THE WEEHMC CHILDREN 

WINTERS CHtLDr 

Come the storm of winter's night 
end in the blinding blixsard light 
sirens wail or ft children's Fright 
ecbeeing in the storms cold -Plight 
but in the ever present darkness white 
ue 7 while inside by warm Firelight 
-pjsign the cries o-F storm by night 
a frozen heart beneath a street light- 

SPRING'S CHILD; 

How strange the curves 

and ups and dourrs of my life- 

Hedge^ on either side 

of this* infantile road ? leading 

away, winding auay 7 

froivi that vaginal door, never 

ending^ up and down, up and away- 


SUMMER S CHILD; 

Refugees, 

the children swim 

out into the ocean. 

The boats wait, cold water 

closes over tbair heads 7 

for the strength of refugee children 

is they struggle? 

they drown _ _ _ 


AUTUiWS VH\ LD; 

snd -the rains and set a coolness 

upon the land* and it was not seen, 
and the sun shone and dried the rain* 
warming the land and it uas not telt 7 
and the winds faTew across the land 
and through tha forests, 
and it was not heard,, 

and the rains cai^ta and the sun shone 
and the winds bleu . _ _ 

CHILDREN'S CH{LQt 

Street, urchin on the streets ‘till dawn 
and all the people pass hin by. 

He spreads himself on a newly mown lawn 
and looks wearily at the sky. 

Where does the future lead how to? 
perhaps a q olden sunset, or 
perhaps a sea darkened blue 
or death so sweet and subdued. 


THE REALM OF FEAR 

For euery stone arid shadow knows 
what, evil Turks: amongst the rows' 
of euet^y line of trees that -grow 
melting tracks: in neu ’pollen snow 
and in the fog^ that creep at night 
and fill the. fields with eary light 
ft hides in shadows out of sight 
wafting to use it tf s fear and night 
and if you think you can stop and rest 


when travelling forests on a quest 
beware that when you see blood or 
stone? 


around the next corner?? 

, /-f " 

it will he your own 



Ktiuri ur DESPREK 

1 t-ske -this time to ask God 
or Christ or my soul tor forgiveness 
or coftipission tor all wrong doings 
t>ad ? no evil thoughts and deeds, 

I talk gibberish to pass the time P 
! writs poetry to avoid the rhyme. 

The lights grow d m 

and the sun sets on my desire 

not to have any desires. 

The door closes, 
the chain falls against the wall 
and the rasior cuts the skin 
.just below the water lin^ 
and the warmth of death 
enters my soul. 

My warm blood, 

spurt toy pounding spurt, 

leaves my black heart and my eyes 

feel weak, 

I see myself 1 from afar, 
floating down this road called death. 
Even in death [ find it hard to die 
just as in life E found it hard to live. 
Two doors await me 

on this last road, two identical doors, 

one to Hell and one to He-sven* 

fire on the crest, 

ice on the mantle^ 

my life on the long thin wire. 


This great portion 
of the quest finished 
our Hero came upon 
a road leading to 
a clear river 
which encircles the 
Kingdom. 

Here, Father Time, 
waits for someone new 
to ascend to God, 

Here, a f ew spirits 
of the good at heart 
and heroes of wars 
have gone onto 
the sandy banks for 
their passage across 
the placid river 
with the spirits of young 
innocent women, 
few though they be. 


“Mho are you, 
who wish to cross 
to the other shore 
along the waste 
dominions of the dead? 
Tell me from whence 
you came and where 
you want to go?” 

Thus spoke the Ferry- 
man. 

The Priestess 
suddenly appeared 
and stood beside our 
Hero. She stepped 
out of a cloud of dust 
and presented 
the Ferryman 


with the c^peen twigs 
and spoke, saying: 

"We have come f rom 
Mother Earth 
and wish to 3a into 
the presence of God 
the Father in Heaven, 
the Creator-" 


Great Apocolypse 
with its four horseman 
make the Kingdom 
shudder 

with their great evil 

and hold fast 

the entrance to 

the cave leading to the 

Realm of God- 

The Priestess, 

seeing the riders 
opening jaws of anger, 
throws each one 
Hlussions of peace, 
shades of love and 
hope, 

and as they recline 
on their steeds 
our interlopers gain 
entrance to the cave 

and journey away 
from the peaceful 
river of time. 

From the caves 
far most exit, another 
road leads to the 
Sacred Groves 
of the Lonely Virgin's, 
amongst whom 
a lovely young woman 


wanders* 

and as our Hero 

came near 

and recognized her 

and she him, 

she spoke, saying; 

“Alas, it is you 

who had left my love* 

and set upon this quest 

d please come back to Pie 
r 

e even rn death i've wasted so long 
a 

rn don't be afraid to ask my heart 
s 

where i am going 


0 how I've waited 
these long years 
for your return 


these are the thoughts 

of my loneliness 

dark shadowy haunt my dreams 

shadows of uhat might have been 

had i opened my heart 

i've waited too long 

d for you to say it 

r 

e t alone hear the words 

a 

rn arid here upon my bed i lie 

where dark shadows linger 

never to know 

what might have been 

had i opened my heart to you 

and the worst dreams 

are thoughts 

of loneliness 


and died of a broken 
and lonely heart, 


3 w-as yoing to touch you 
Just now 

but i hesitated a moment 

you Mere gone 
d 

r - [ so longed to touch you 

e 

a hesitated $one a 9-3 in 

m 

s let me 

try to you 

unlock the longings within 
my heart 

because 
of our ^reat 
and lost 
love." 

Our Hero 

soothed her with words, 

alas, 

in vain, 

not having known love 

I dreamt of going to your empty 

house or apartment or lodging 

on a steamy dark night under 

d a blue moon where we drank 

r 

® and talked and laughed 

a 

Ldhsle you stripped roe naked 
with your eyes 

phantom fingers up and down 
my thighs 

your tongue on my breasts 
and 

having never known love 
i dreamt. _ _ 


for she remained 
lonely 

even in death, turning 
she walked into 


*C rt- '<U (5 1 


the peaceful proves 
and f ound solice 
in the serenity 
of the self. 

blue sTeep Qce^n w at§r 
clinging to we your voice 
calling to we 

you found another !qv*=! to hold 

while my love grew stale snd old 
s lortgad for you 
^nd called your name 
white you were loving another 
i was so vain to think 
that you Mould wait for Fie 
maybe It is my destiny 
to uhore myself 
to submit my overt sexuality 

to many meri lovers beasts devils 

l Just dont love you any more 
and you would nt understand 
that the minds of men 
are shrouded In hell 
the words are falling off off" 
and all Is Mall round to nothing 
and everyone yells In 
kingdom come d-ark hollows 

taking shape In masses of glass 
and shadows of darkness 



As the Priestess 
and our Hero wandered 
they came to the 
Fields of Friendship oF 
Days Past. 

Here they met the souls 
oF Friends 
oF Former wars, 
one beckoned, saying; 


A thousand battier have we Fought, 

a thousand battles won 7 

seen Fighting pride 

across those bloody plains. 

Bayonets up and Fbted to kill 

the enemies seen and oFF we go, 

our courage was fleeing f 

Now for us wars are over, 

each battle Fought was won, 

peace shall cone upon this Earth, 

until there's another one. 

} am here now, in God l s realm 
and what Joy does Fill piy heart 
to -see you safe and Free. 

Let us stay Friends even in death, 
a strong kinship* you and na. 


Our Hero wept 
1 tears oF happiness 
until the Priestess 
spoke; 

"Night is rushing on 
and we must not spend 
our precious time 
in idle weeping and the 
tearing oF Flesh, 



■for here the road 
divides, one part 
leading through the 
Holy Crty to tne House 
of God, 

and the other is for me 
for my Journey is done 
and through nearby 

g ates i must go, 
ack to my beginnings. 

Go forth 

with a stout heart 
and in good faith." 

With these words 
she rose into the air 
and in a rush of wind 
and a cloud of dust 
she disappeared 
to whence she came. 



As he walked 
through the gates 
to the City oF God, 
the air became clear 
and the rivers 
ran clean, and he came 
upon green grasses 
and Fields, 
great buildings 
oF charm and beauty. 

Walking through 

the wonderFul 

City oF God, he passes 

the souls oF great 

women and men 

and there is the song 

oF birds in the air, 

while the sun shone 

bright overhead. 

AFter a short while 

our Hero Gomes to 
the House oF God. 

He stepped into 
the presence oF God, 
he spoke, saying; 

"In devotion 

all there is oF us, 

is For you, God. 

We take a lowly place 

to serve you 

with a consistancy 

oF the spirit. 

in this Faith 

my heart is set to do 

all the will oF God, 

the hardships 

and the toil, 

to lay our tributes 

at the F eet 


of* one who is nobler 
than we. 

In harmony with 
your character are 
men who have tried 
to stem the tide of sin 
in unapplauded toil 
among the street poor 
and pave a path 
of whole hearted 

consecration 
into spheres of 
sublime service. 

0 Great God, 
our f ather tn Heaven, 
we bless thee for all 
thy uplifting ministries 
and for uniting us all 
by the bonds of 
tender sympathy. 

You have done great 
things for us, 
and we are glad and 
send sweet messages 
for your grace 
and power. 

0 God, 

send us answers that 
shall make us glad. 

Give life once again 

to all our noblest 
intentions. 

Comfort those 
that mourn and tear 
at their wounds 
and grant unto us 
tender solices 
and enable us to 
fortify our spirits 
against that 


which awaits us 
in the future* Fill us 
with noble desires* 

Help us to scatter 
the darkness from 
our minds and hearts 
and our souls. 

I am sorry though, 

that we humans 

are so fondly attached 

to those things 
which easily perish, 
and live lives as 
tasteless as 
communion wafers. 

0 God, Great God, 
but alas, who am I 
to speak, but a puny 
man beside your great 
realm. 

Why are not the waters 
sparkling and the air 
as clear on Earth? 

In the beginning you 
placed us upon 
this Earth to learn 
from nature, 
but have we been 
looking so long 
that we do not see? 

Heard your call, 
but not been listening? 
Have we been sleeping 
much too long? 

Surely you can’t say 
that weVe been wrong? 
War, Famine, 

Pestilance, and Disease, 
you say irs us, but 
surely this can’t be, 


for did you 

Hho made the lamb, God, 
make me? 

Your hand has been 
in all living things, 
some species are 
going and others 
are gone, you say 
it's us but you 
must be wrong! 

We cannot die, 
f or you are with us, 
aren t you? 

God, 

come back! 

Where are you going? 

God rose up into 
the air 

and spoke in flames 
to melt his icy stare, 
while the ground 
beneath our Hero's 
feet, trembled such, 
that no beast nor bird 
could sleep 
and all the oceans 
under the sun, 
boiled and burned 

and rose in clouds 
creating the last 
heavenly shroud. 

He raised his arms 
and thunder rolled, 
lightning flared 
and the rain was bold. 


Oaro po tt , 

O comman man, 
aocu0O mo v ^ 
of rutntn& pour XanO 
anO noin pen oomo 
anft 0poa« of OooO0 
to roettfp pent 
XnfanttXo nooO0, 
anO Ooin can pou 
0poa'U of peaoo. 

Of OOXp toft 
anO Xa cfc of 0tn, 
anO tnOp oafco pon not 
trono pour part, 
to 0oo& too an0inor0 
from inttOXu pour 
00 caXXoO~Oofp Ooart? 
5r got no reason 
to OoXp man&inO, 
for po tt anO pottr0 

aro an xo0t* 
jjflfng pour 00 if 
upon too ttrounO, 
upon tOX0 rotting 
ptoco of 000 
anO fool too xa0t 
XjorrfOXo inrat 0, 
of pour trulp 
unfortttfcrtns 
V” 
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